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Dorchester. He had sjffent the previous day unpacking his
books and arranging his furniture. Yesterday night there had
been nothing in his attic except this ancient oak bed, but now
he was able to survey with satisfaction his snug quarters, and
to ponder with pleasure upon the familiar domestic utensils
which awaited him in his tiny kitchen across the small landing,
along with a white-enamelled sink and an unpretentious gas-
stove.
He had already discovered that this little kitchen, on a
winter's day, was extremely chilly, but he made up his mind
that independently of closing its door against the draughty
staircase he would light the oven of his stove and get the place
thoroughly warm on all the occasions he had to make use of
it.
Dud No-man had been lucky enough to get two historical
novels published, and though their sales had not been large
they had been enough, combined with an occasional article on
some kindred subject, to supply his needs. He was thus able—
though he had inherited nothing from his parents—to live an
independent life, and he had taken this attic in Dorchester,
with a view to gathering materials for his work in a region
charged with so many layers of suggestive antiquity.
His thoughts, as he watched the yellow sun-rays, from
above the opposite roof, strike first one object and then another
in his little room, began now to wander from the heraldic mon-
strosity at his bed's head.
He thought of his putative father, the music-absorbed or-
ganist, and of his silent, equally absorbed mother, whose ever-
lasting pleasure it was to be perpetually embroidering, in
carefully selected coloured wools, flamboyant covers for every-
thing that lent itself to be covered. He had kept only one of
these covered objects, a small cushioned ottoman, which now
occupied a place to the right of his attic hearth where there
was just room for it. In this ottoman he kept the manuscripts,
written in his own vigorous hand, of both his lengthy novels,
and he had retained this specimen of his mother's devotion to
her wools because she had worked upon it the picture of a
stately manorial gate, ornamented by two heraldic heads iden-
tical with the one now before him.
One of his earliest memories had been of his mother work-
ing at this ottoman-cover, and since she always kept it ia hear

